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The BOU 


| SORES oo 
DEATH cr LIBERTY,, © 
Witts happy in ry native land, 
I boaſt my country's charter; 
Il —— ſely lend my hand, 
Her liberties to barter: 
The noble mind is not at all, 
By poverty degraded; 
Tis guiſt alone can make us fall, 


* 1 


And well I am verſuaded, 


Each free-born Briton's ſong Gall be, 
Or give me drath or liberty, - 
Or give me, &c. 
Tho' ſmall the pow'r which fortune 
And few the gifts ſhe ſends us, [grants 
The lordly hireling often wants 
That freedom which defends. us; 
By law ſecur'd from lawlets ſtiife, 
Our houſe is our caſtellum ; 
Thus bleſs'd witl, all that's dear in life, 
For lucre ſhall we ſell em? 
No !—every 3riton's ſong ſhould be, 
Give me death or liberty, 
Give me Gath, Kc. 


SONG 2. 


. HARVEST HOME. | 


WHAT cheerful ſounds ſalute ou. 

And echo o'er the lawn N 

Behold the losded car appears, 
In joyful triumph drawn: _ 

The nymphs & ſwains, a jovialband; 
Still ſhouting as they come, | 

With ruſtic inſtruments in hand, 
Proclaim the Harveſt Home. 

The golden ſheaves pil'd up on high, 
Within the barn are ſtor'd.; 

The careful hind, with ſecret joy, 
Exviting views his hoard: 

His lab- urs paſt he covn's his gains, 
And. free from anxious care, 


QUET. 


In dance and ſong the night is * 
All ply the flowing bowl; 

And jeſts and harmleſs 1 t, 
Expand the artleſs ſou]: * 


. Young Colin eters en Roſalind, . 


{ Who till reap'd by his fide; 

And plights his troth, if ſhe prove kind, 
To take her for his bride. 

For joys like theſe, thro' circling years, 
Their toilſome taſk they tend; 

The hind ſucceſſive labours bears, 

In proſpect of the end: 

In Spring, or Winter, ſows hisſez d, 

Manures, or tills the ſoil; 

In Summer various cares ſucceed, 

But harveit crowns his toil, 


SGNG 3, 

The SAILOR's ADIEU. 
T's trefs me with thoſe tears no more, 

One kiſs, my love. & then adieu; 
The laſt boat deſtin'd for the ſhore 
Waits, deareſt girl, alone for you : 
Soon, ſoon before the light winds borne 
Shall l be ſever'd from your fight, 
You left the lonely hours to mourn, 
And weep thro? many a ſtormy night. 
When far along the reſtleſs deep, 
Antrim array the ſhip ſhall ſleer, 


. |Yourformremembrance ſtill ſhall keep; 
1 Your worth affection ſtill revere : 


And, with the diftance from your eyes, 
My love for you ſhell be increas'd, 


As to the pole the needle lies, 


And, fartheſt off, ſtill varies leaſt, 
While round the bowl the cheerful crew 
Shall fing of triumphs on the main, 
My thoughts ſhall fondly turn to you 
Of you alone ſhall be my ſtrain: 
And when we've beat the Jeaguing foe 
Revengful for our country's wrong, 


His caſis are broach'd ; the fun-kurnt 
His rural plenty it bre. [Wains 


. herurning home, my neart Mall ſhew 


No ,ction grac'd my artlefs feng. 


SONG 4, 
CRUEL TYRANT LOVE, 
IF © er the cruel ryrant love, 
A conqueſt I believ' c- 

The flatt*ting error ctaſe to prove, 

Oh! let me b deceiv'd. 
Forbear to fan the gentl» flame 

Which love did firſt create. 
For he who lately was my pride, 

Is now hecome my, hate, 
Then call not to my way'cing 


mind, 
The weakneſs of my heart, 
That ab f I feel too much inclia' 4 
To take A iter „ part. 


| SONG's, ; 
HE PIP'D SQ SWEET.. 
\ THEN rural lads and laſſes gay, 


Proclaim'sd the birth of roſy May, 


When round the maypole on the gteen, 


[he roſtic dancers all are ſeen. 


'T was there young Jockey met my view 


His like before I never knew, * 
He pip'd ſo ſweet and dane'd fo 825. 
Alas he danc'd my heart away. 
He pip'd, &c. ; 
At eve when cakes & ale went round, 


Ne plac'd him next me on the ground, 


With harmleſs mirth and pleaſing jeſt, 


He ſhone more bright than all the reſt, 


He talk'd af love and preſs'd my hand, 
Ah who could ſuch a youth withſtand. 
Well pleas*d 1 heard what he cou'd fay, 
Alas he talk'd my heart away. 

And he pip'd, &c. 


He often heay's a tender figh, | | 


While rapture ſparkled in his eye, 
So winning was his face and air, 
It might the coldeft heart enfnare, 
But when he aſk*'d. me for his bride, 
I promis'd ſoon and ſoon comply*'d 
WharNymphon earthcouldſay him nay 
His charms muſt fie! all heart away, 
And he pip'd, dec. 


3 
[- 


| 


[RUST nd not man, for he! (gi 
ou, | 
Treach'ty fo his fole intent; 202 
Firſt he'll court you, then he'll Jeay- 
Poor deluded to lament, ( you 
Liſten to a kind adviſer, ._ Me $07 
Men purſue but to perplex. $: 5 A 


Would you happy be grow wiſer,,. 0 


And avoid the faithleſs ſen. 


[Form'd by Nature to undo * 


They eſcape our utmoſt heed ; 12 
ah! hob humble while they woe 
du how yain if they ſucceed; 0 
80 the bird 'whene'er deluded, 3 
B the artful fowler's mare, 
Mourns out life in cage ſecluded: 
Fair ones while” you're young” bg; 
ware. 
THE HAPPY PA 
AT dewy dawn as oer the lawn, % 
Young Roger early ſtray'd, 

He chane's* to meet with' fen {wee wet, 
he blooming country ma fs 
Her cheeks ſo red with dluſhes Pei 

Shew'd like the breaking day, 

Her modeſt look the ſhe herd 0 

She ſtole his heart away, al 12 avs 
With tender air he woo'd geen 
And mevingly addret'd;j v9 7 
For love divine can ew refine} PA 
And warm the coldeſt breaſt; 

Ker eyes he prais'd, and fondly 8251 
On her enchanting face r? 7 * 
Where innocence and health dfeNee,7 


"TEach winning roſy grace, 8 


Youtty Jenny's breaſt loves pow ® 
conſeſs'd, dee 
And felt an equal fire 1 $14 © + 214 bank 


Nor had ſhe arte ige dec cm xt, all 's 
tug +4 


Or check the ſoft dete. * ©: 
Aymen unites, in bliſsſul rites; We ml 
The fair the matchie fs two; e 


And wedlock gde er could boa 1 % 
More lovely or mere t ts. 


20.8 8 8. 
RODNEY TRIUMPHANT, * 


COME, my boys, we've beat the foe 


Who vainly ſought to fright us; 
ROONEY gave the glorious Blow, 
And Dons no more dare fight us, 

CHORUS, 
For all of us are jolly Tars, 
Are Britain's Song united; 
With Vigour we'll purſue the Wars, 
And ſee Old Albion righted. 


France and Spain may do their beſt, 
And train each Nerve to beat us; 
When Britonsjoin they'IlIſtand the teſt 
And prove they can't defeat us. 
For all of us, &c. 
Britiſh Tars we, ſtout and bold, 
Honour lies before us ; 
Porſoe it then, tis more than Gold, 
And Beauty will adore us, 
For all of us, &c. 
See, the Gale of Fortune blows, 
Let's fill our Topfſails to it; 
Courage, Boys, we've beat our Foes, 
And made the Bourhons rue it. - 
8 For all of us, &c. 
white Steerſmen quarrel at the Helm, 
Our, preſume to brave us; 
1 er they will us overwhelm, | 
And d. reaten to enſlave us, 
For all of us, &c. 
We've ſhewn the undermining Foe 
We value not their Thunder; 
Their Perſidy we'll make them know, 
And quickly bring them under. 


SONG 9. 
MA CHERE AMIE. 
M2 chere Amie, my charming Fair 


In kind Compaſſion ſmile on me, 
Whoſe only Fault is Love for thee. / 

| Ma chere Amie, &c. 
Under ſweet Friendſhip's ſacred Name 
[My Boſom caught the tende flame; 
May Friendſhip in thy Beſom be, 
[Converted into Love of me. | 
Together rear'd, together grown, 

Oh ! let us now unite in one, 

Let Pity foften thy Decree, 

I droop, dear Maid, I die for Tu. 


SONG 10. . 


W HERE ſhall Celia fly ſor ſhelter, 
In what ſecret Grove or Cave, 
Sighs and Sonnets ſent to melt her, 
rom the Young, the Gay, the rave: 
ho* with prudiſh Airs ſhe ſtarch her, 
Still ſhe longs, and ſtill ſhe burrs ; 
Cupid ſhoots like Hymen's Archer, 
Whereſo'er the Damſel turns, 
Virtue, Youth, good Senſe and Beauty, 
If Diſcretion guide us not, 
Sometimes are the Rufhans Booty, 
Sometimes are the Booby's Lot, 
Now they're purchas'd by the Trader, 
Now commanded by the Peer, 
Now ſome ſubtle mean Invader, 
Wins the Heart or gains the Ear, 
O Diſcretion thou'rt a Jewel, 


fe" JON For all of us, &c. 
Crown the Glzſs to Rodney's Fame, 


And his who Omoa ftorm'd:; 


Or our grand mamma's miſtake, 
Stinting Flame by baring Fuel, 


With Barrington and Prevoſt's Name, Always careful and awake; 


Who well have Monſieurs warw'd. 
For all of us are jolly Tars, 
Are Pritain's Sons united ; 


ould you keep your pearls ſrom tram - 
plers ; 1 5 
Weigh the Licence weigh the Banns, 


With, Vigour we'll purſue the Wars, [Mark my Song upon your Samplers ; 
And ſee ld Albion righted. 


Wear it on your Knots and Fans. 


Whoſe Smiles can baniſh ev'ry care | 


J Let's drink, laugh and ſing, 


S NG 


1 
989 «£ 
, 


The FREE MAL OS. 
(COME. let us prepare, 

We Brothers that are ' 
ſſembled on this merry Occafion ; 


Our Wine has a Spring; 
ere's a Health to an accepred Maſon. 
Let's _—_ &c. 
The World is in Pain 
Our Secrets to gain, 
nd till let them wonder and gaze on : 
They ne'er can divine 
The Word or the Sign 
f a free ane an accepted Maſon. 
22 They ne er can divine, &c. 
»Tis this, and 'tis that, 
They cannot tell what, 
hy ſo many great men of the Nation 
Should Aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one, 
ith a free and an accepted Maſon. 
Snovld Aprons put on, &c. 
Creat Kings, Dukes and Lotds 
Have laid by their Swords, | 
r Myſt'ey to put a good Grace on; 
And ne er been aſham'd 
To hear themſelves nam d 
ith a free and an accepted Maſon. 
And ne'er been aſham'd, c 
ntiquity's Pride 
e have on our Side, 


here's Nought but what's good 
o be under d, | 
a free and an accepted Maſon, 
There's neught but what's good, &c. 
e'ere true & fncere 
nd juſt to the Fair, 
o truſt us on ev'ry Occaſion x 
o Mortals can more 
he Ladies adore. 
na free and an accepted Maſon. 


d it maketh men juſt in their dee 


Then join Hand in Hand 
T'each other firm ſtand, 


Let's be merry & put 3 bright ſace o 


What Mortal can boat 
So noble a Toaſt © 
As a Free and an Accepted Mano + 


| Arn “ * 


SONG mm 
I'D THINK ON THEE MY LOVE: 
ue Storms when'clouds- obſbure the 


Yo 
And thunders rol and lightnings fly, 
n midſt of all theſe dire Alarms, 
think my Sally on thy Charms, 

The troubled Main. 

The Wind and Rain, 
My ardent paſſion prove,. 

Laſh'd to the Helm, 

Shou'd Seas 0'erwhelm,. 
I'd think on thee my Love. 
When Rocks appear on every ſüde, 
and Axt is vain the Ship to guide, 
1 De when Death ap- 


. [The thoughts of thee my boſom cheers, 
The troubled Mainz 
The Wind and Rain, 
My ardent Paſſion prove, 
Laſh'd to the Helm, 
._  Shovu'd Seas o'erwhelimn, . 
I'd think on thee my Love. 
But ſhou'd the gracious Pow'rs be 
kind, 
Diſpel the Gloom and Nill che Wind, 
And waft me to thy arms once more, 
Safe to my long-loſt native Shore, 
No more the Main, 
I'd tempt again, 
But tender Joys improve, 
I then with thee, / 
Shoy'd happy be, 


No Mortals can more, &c. 


And think en nought but Lord. 


— a - 
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And all the ſuty of the deep 


THE BOAT8WAIN PIPES /THE[To an harbour 1 her did attend, 


"PHE Boatſwain pipes the wind is lou 
And mounteins high the billows riſe 

All hands aloft taut every ſhroud, 
Bout ſhips my boys all fear defpiſe, 

Danger we never nah doptore, 

If we keep ſafe from a lea-ſhore, 

How deep the fattling Thunder rolls, 
How keen the forked lightnings fly, 

It ſeems to ſhake the diffant'poles, - 
And blaze along the vavlted ſkye, 

Yer danger we ſhall not deploreß 

If we keep ſafe from a lea-ſhore, 


The waves azajn are charm'd to fleep,| 


Neptune again is ſeen to „ 


Is loſt againſt our ſavourite ſe, 
My ſue ſhall not my loſs deplore, 


Hu ſwert is love when virtue guid 


She aſk'd me to fit down by her, 
ut I crept to the ſurthermoſt end, 
For I was afraid to come nigh he 
he devil was in me, *tis'plain, 
For wanting ſome thing to amufe; 
Inſtead of revealing: — pain, 

1 vunluckily humm 4 out—excu 
I Sy 
Next I follow'd her into the houſe, Ho 
| And vow'd, I my fortune would tryſi: 
But there was J mute as'a mouſe; Fha 
Oh! what a dull dooby was J. 


So 155 nc 
VIRTVOUS LOVE, 


How tranſient is the mind; 
$mgoth 23 the lemmer's peace 


While 1 am Gly from a. rar erat tides, 
As grateful and as kind. | hi 
: SONG: id The morning breaks ſerenely clear, Pit 
nobok $ COURTSHIP. We welcome in the day; he 


O courting I went te my love, 
Who's ſweeter than roſes in May, 
But when I got to her, by Jove, 
The devil a word could 1 fay. 
I waik'd with her into the garden, 
There fully reſolved to woo her. 
But may I be ge'er worth a farthing, 
If of love I ſaid any thing to hee, 
But I aſk'd her which way was the wind 
For I tho't on ſome talk I muſt enter; 
Why, Sir, (ſhe made anſwer & grinn'd) 
Have you juſt ſent your win for a 
venture? 
That I look d Hke a fool you'll allow, ' 
As often I have done before; 
But meaning my courage to ſhow, 
I- look'd like à fool once more. 
I preſs'd her hand eloſe to my breaſt, 
Then my heart wes as gn as a 
feather ; | 
Yet nothing I ſaid, 1 e 
But, adam, tis migtty fine weather 


_ 


The evening comes without a fear, Fe 


The night our toils repay. nd 


But ſad reverſe where vice appears, Ih 


With all her ſcorpion train; po 

\ [Joyleſs we paſs our prims of years, it 

And end a life i in 8 _ 
70 ; en 

2 8 0 * 6 26, he 


OU gave me last Weben Jen 7 
„ Hinnery! | 
Shut up in a fine ee iger po 
Yet, how ſad the mak "Diving © o 


you” The YOUNG NET. tre 


within it, nd 
Oh] how it · did guter & rage! he 
Then he mop'd and pin'd, ca 


That his Wings were c onfin'd+ 


[Till 1 open'd the Door of his ben; 


Then fo merry was he, ere 
And becauſe he was % or 


He came to his Cage backs gain. | Ti 


SONG 17 


The POOR CURATE, ar I meet my 
OR many years he walk's his pariſh Sweet Raptures in my — 
Rounds, My feet forget to move; 


nd ſerv'd 3 diſtant Cures—for thirty 
| [theWeek 

d this, with ſome few Shillings by 
or teaching his rich Vicar's Children 


- Pounds 


Greek, ({pelf, 


as all he ever 'gain'd of -hard-earn'd 
o feed two — 2 Siſters & himſelf. 


ber Door, 


eg. 
SONG 18. 
HOW DREAR THE NIGHT. 


cloud, 

hile ruffling winds are piping round, 
ith foaming and tem mp 
he Surges daſh againſt the Shore, - 
nd Horrors fill each Mind around, 


pon the rough and dang*rous ſea, 
ith ev'ry ruſhing Gale 1 hear. 
heave a Sigh, and drop a Tear, 


Ind when the dreadful Thunder roll, 


he Tempeſt ſhakes me te the Soul ; 
tremble, liſten, hope and fear, 
rthee my true and only dear, 

h where's my Willy, far from me, 


pon the rough and dangerous Ses. 


ow happy thoſe who live on Land, 
nd ſee their homely Toits expand, 
hey dread noRocks, or 'BfAlows roar. 
core upon their native Shore ; 


hey view their lambkins Kp and 


bound, 
crop their food from Rowry ground, 


or mourn their abſent love like me, 
F' + ff vpon the dang'revs Sea. 


* 
Fou'd hide his 2 Face, & wooden 
nd bravely ſtagger by, N to 


Ow drear the night how dark each 


eſtuous Roar, 
he Rocks and hollow Caves reſound 


h! where's my Willy, far from me; 


8 0 8 C 9. 5 
s 

She too reclhines her lovely Head, | 

Soſt bluſhes o'er her cheeks are ſpread 

Sure this is mutual Love. 

My beating Heart is wrapt.in Bliſs, 
Whene'er 1 ſteal a tender Kiſs, - 

Beneath the filent Grove z 
She ſtrives to frown and put me by, 
Vet Anger dwells not in her Eyes, 

Sure this is mutual Love. 

And once, O once, the deareft mais, 

As on my Breaft her Head was laid, 
Some ſecret impulſe drove; 

Me, me her gentle Arms careft, 

And to her Boſcm cloſely preit, 

Sure this is mutual Love, | 
And now tranſported with her charms 
A foſt defire my Boſom warms, 

Forbidden 275 to prove; D 
Trembling for fear ſhe ſhou'd com- 
Ply, | Gy 
She from my Arms prepares to fly, 
Tho' warm'd with mutual Love. 
O ſtay, 1 cry'd, let Hymen's Bands, 
This Inſtant join our willing Hands, 
| And all thy Fears remove; 

A modeft Bluſh conſent expreſtt © 
And now we live ſupremely bleft, 
A Life of mutual LOW: 
17 
8 O N G 20, 
Sung in MIDAS. 
What Pleaſure will abound, 
When my Wife fhe's laid in ground 
Let 'Earth cover her, 
We'll dance over her, 
When my Wife ſhe's laid in Crourd, ' 
O how happy ſhould I be, Fi 
Woule little Nyſapig with me; 
How 1'd mvumble her, 
Tovze and tumble ber, 
| Would litje Nyſa pig'with me. 


O 


| alaſs1 it increaſes my pain, 


| Above tho! oppreſs d by my fate, 


Ye roofs where cold damps & d may, 


Still do I ſeek thoſe dreary chades, 


8 


880d 22, 
QUPEN MARY'sLA MENTATIO 
I igh and lament me in vain, 
Theſe walls can but echo my moan 
[gone. 
_ When I thiak-on the days that 
the grate of my priſon I fee, 
The birds 25 they wanton in air ; 
My heart how it pants to be free, 
My looks they are wild with deſpair. 


I burn with contempt for my foes ; 
Tho fortune has alter d my ſtate, 
She ne'er can ſubdue me to thoſe : 
Falfe woman in ages to come, 
Thy malice deteſted mall be; 
And when we are cold in the — 
Some heart ſtill will ſorrpw for me. 


With filence and ſolitude dwell ; 
How comfortleſs paſſes the day, | 
How ſad tolls the evening bell: 


, -:  SONG21, We 
DESCRIPTION OF LONDON, 


WHAT's a poor fimple ol 

To do in the town, 

Of their freaks and vagaries I'll nc 
The folks I aw there | 
Two faces did wear 

An honeſt man beer has but one, 

CHORUS, 
Let others to London te roam, 
] love my acighbour, 
To fing and to labour; 
To me there's netbing like — 


» Nay the ladies, 1 vow, 
I cannot tell how, . 
Were now white as 23 curd, & new ted 
Lal how would you ſtare 

At their huge crop of hair, 
Tis a hay-cock o'top of their head 


The owls from the battlements cry, 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur a- 

0 Mary prepare thee To viz | [round; 
My dived. it tuns cold at the ſound 


SONG 22. 
THE VILLAGE MAID, 
SILENT I tread this lonely wood, 
Silent I ſhed the piteous tear, 
No hope to chear my droopisg ſoul, 
Bereft of him 1 hold moſt dear, 


A love lorn maid the village ſcorn, 
Since Henry won my plighted faith, 
Then left me here to figh forlorn. 
Yon moſſy bank oftimes recalls 
The image of the blooming youth, 
*Twas there he ſtole my eaſy heart, ' 
With vows of conſtancy and truth, 
Faint from her lips her accent flew, - 
And faintly beam'd her eyes ſo bright. 4 


She ſunk upon the meſſy back, 4 


Tho'there's no need to take care of tha 


Let others, 
Then tis ſo dizen'd out, 
And with trinkets about, 
With ribbands and flippers between 
They fo noddle and toſs 
Juſt like a fore berſe, 
With taſſels and bells in a team. 
Let others, 
Thea the fops are ſo fine 
With lank-waiſted chine, 
And a little ſkimp bit of a hat. 
Which from ſun, wind, and 
Will not ſhelter the brain, 


Let others, 
Would you the creatures ape, 
Ila looks and their ſhape, | 
Teach a calf on his hind legs tp go 3 
Lei him waddle in gait. | 
A ſkim diſh on his pate, 
and he'll look all the worid hke a beau. 
Let others, & 


unk to everlaſting light, 


<O \ 


